THE    MEMOIRS    OF
*Now, bhoys and girls/ cried Biddy, as she returned and
took up her cup, Tm going to give you a sintimint, and bad
luck to him as won't drink it. Here's success to Ould Ire-
land for ever and ever. Amen.'
Rashleigh drank of the raw and burning spirit with the
rest, joining in the vociferous shouts of 'Success to Ould
Ireland.'
The whole company then fell to upon a plentiful but plain
supper, regarding which Biddy said that it was no meal at
all since there were no 'spuds to be got in the benighted
cullony, bekase they wouldn't grow in id.' It was a fact in
those days that potatoes would not grow in New South
Wales, owing to lack of proper culture and faulty seed. The
fragments of the supper were thrown to the three pigs which
roamed at will in the hut, in honour no doubt of the tra-
ditional Irish hospitality to swine. There were, besides these
snouters, a sick calf in one corner of the great hut, and a
mare which had been given the comfort of the place for
foaling three months ago, and had since acquired the habit
of returning to it at nightfall, accompanied by her offspring,
which was allowed to gambol round the supper table in
search of titbits. A whole flock of fowl were roosting in the
roof, and awoke with loud Growings every time a burst of
laughter disturbed them.
As soon as the table was cleared of everything except the
rum keg and the tin mugs, pipes were lit and, a few neigh-
bours dropping in, the floor was cleared and the youngsters
started a dance which went on for hours to the music of a
banged tin. By midnight most of the elders were drunkenly
urging on the dancers, who in their turn rested from dancing
to indulge as pretty and shameless an orgy of love-making
as ever Rashleigh had seen. He kept as sober as he could and
pleaded fatigue as an excuse for not joining in the dancing,
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